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CORRESPONDENCE. 


Baltimore,  13fA  September,  1859. 

Rev’d  and  Dear  Sir  : 

At  the  meeting  of  the  Association  of  the  Defenders  of  Baltimore,  in 
1814,  held  on  the  12th  inst.,  it  was  unanimously 

Resolved,  That  the  thanks  of  the  Association  be  returned  to  the  Reverend 
Dr.  John  McCrov,  for  the  very  able  and  eloquent  sermon  delivered  before 
them  on  the  11th  inst.,  in  the  Third  English  Lutheran  Church,  and  that  the 
undersigned  be  a committee  to  convey  the  same  to  Dr.  McCron,  and  to  solicit 
from  him  a copy  for  publication. 

We  have  great  pleasure  in  communicating  to  you  ibe  above,  and  trust 
you  will  comply  with  the  request,  and  thus  confer  an  additional  favor  upon 
the  Old  Defenders. 

Very  respectfully, 

A.  MILTENBERGER. 

JAMES  LUCAS, 

JOSHUA  DRYDEN, 

Committee. 


183  E.  Monument  Street, 
Baltimore,  Md.,  Sept.  13 th,  1859. 

Messrs.  A.  Miltenberger,  James  Lucas,  Joshua  Dryden, 

Gentlemen: — Your  polite  note,  containing  the  resolution  passed  at  the 
annual  meeting  of  the  “Old  Defenders,''  is  before  me;  and  I do  not  feel  at 
liberty  to  decline  your  complimentary  request.  My  brief  discourse  is  at  your 
service,  with  the  prayer  that  it  may  gratify  and  profit  those  who  shall  honor 
me  by  its  perusal. 

Very  respectfully, 

JOHN  McCRON. 


SERMON. 


2 Tim.,  iv,  7:  “I  have  fought  a good  fight.” 

The  anniversary  of  important  days  in  a nation’s  history 
is  a patriotic  duty,  as  thereby  are  kept  alive  the  fires  of 
national  regard,  and  national  security  receives  a satisfac- 
tory guaranty.  And  who,  that  recognizes  the  hand  of 
Providence  in  our  existence  and  prosperity  as  a people, 
can  withhold  his  approval,  from  the  desire  and  determina- 
tion to  appear  in  the  Sanctuary,  to  offer  up  the  devotions 
of  grateful  hearts  for  the  signal  interposition  of  our 
Almighty  Protector,  at  an  hour  when  the  interests  of  our 
country  were  assailed,  and  when  a portion  of  our  national 
domain  was  trampled  by  the  forces  of  an  enemy — an  in- 
terposition, which  enabled  the  brave  hearts  and  stalwart 
arms  of  our  then  youthful  defenders,  to  repel  the  aggres- 
sions of  our  daring  and  powerful  foes?  Cold  and  withered 
must  be  that  heart,  that  would  even  hesitate  to  hail  with 
joyful  acclamation,  the  public  acknowledgment  of  such 
Divine  interposition  by  those  note  aged  men  who  periled 
their  lives  in  our  defence.  Such  then  is  the  position  and 
determination  of  those  venerable  men,  who,  forty-five 
years  ago  this  very  day,  left  the  pleasures  and  repose  of 
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home,  and  went  forth  to  meet  the  enemy  who  was  march- 
ing onward  for  the  capture  and  destruction  of  our  city. 
They  went  in  the  sacred  cause  of  patriotism,  met  the  more 
numerous  and  boastful  battalions  of  the  foe,  and  came 
back  victorious  from  the  strife,  and  saved  our  city  from 
the  horrors  with  which  our  national  capital  was  visited, 
when  the  vandal's  torch  was  applied  to  all  that  was  beau- 
tiful and  valuable  in  its  buildings  and  its  archives.  In- 
stead of  the  generous  warfare  we  expected  from  the  enemy, 
rapine — inhuman  rapine,  seemed  to  he  their  only  law, 
and  destruction  of  private  as  well  as  public  property,  and 
grossest  licentiousness  their  only  aim.  They,  or  those 
whom  death  lias  spared,  who  fought  our  battles  on  that 
occasion,  desire,  in  grateful  acknowledgment  of  Providen- 
tial interposition  in  favoring  the  means  employed  for  the 
defence,  to  offer  up  their  devotions  in  this  sanctuary,  and 
to  be  addressed  on  the  momentous  subjects  of  holiness  and 
immortality.  And  it  has  been  made  my  duty  to  be  their 
monitor  on  this  forty-fifth  anniversary  of  their  departure 
from  their  homes,  for  the  discomforts  and  the  perils  of  the 
tented  field.  I accept  this  post  of  honor,  and  am  thankful 
for  the  confidence  and  favor  it  implies. 

My  aged  friends,  my  text  speaks  of  battle,  to  which  I 
must,  in  the  progress  of  my  discourse,  earnestly  and 
pointedly  call  your  attention.  But  before  doing  so,  I 
would  offer  a few  considerations  on  the  character  of  those 
wars,  in  which  man  slays  his  fellow  man. 

There  has  been  a beautiful  and  encouraging  tendency 
in  our  times  to  ameliorate  the  horrors  of  the  sanguinary 
scenes,  which  make  up  the  history  of  war,  and  to  econo- 
mise the  ancient  prodigality  in  regard  to  property  and 
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life.  No  longer,  as  in  olden  times,  are  all  the  tenantry  of 
a hostile  land — the  infant,  with  its  smile  of  fearless  child- 
hood— the  aged,  tottering  into  the  tomb  under  the  weight 
of  accumulated  years — the  gentler  sex,  who  are  excluded 
by  their  very  nature,  and  the  cares  of  home,  from  the  toils 
of  martial  life; — yes,  no  longer  are  they  considered  as 
proper  subjects  for  imprisonment  or  slaughter,  nor  in- 
cluded in  the  ranks  of  an  enemy.  Another  improvement 
in  the  spirit  of  warfare  may  be  found  in  the  exemption  of 
private  property  from  confiscation  or  destruction  by  an 
enemy;  while  even  in  bombardments,  which  are  necessa- 
rily hazardous  to  all  the  tenants  of  a beleaguered  city, 
special  buildings  are  frequently  spared  by  the  bombarding 
power,  from  destruction  by  the  hissing  and  the  thundering 
shell. 

And  yet,  how  terrible  is  war  with  all  these  ameliora- 
tions of  its  horrors,  and  these  abatements  of  its  desolations! 
What  carnage,  what  bereavements,  with  their  inseparable 
sorrows — beyond  the  power  of  the  artist  to  delineate — 
attest  the  footprints  of  its  awful  march  ! Add  to  these 
the  derangements  of  trade  and  the  stagnation  of  business, 
the  squanderings  of  wealth,  the  manly  forms  maimed  and 
crippled,  the  ungathered  and  desolated  harvests,  the 
ravaged  households,  and  the  general  demoralization  of 
sociertv,  and  your  hearts  must  sicken  at  the  contemplation. 
But  pass  over  some  Waterloo  or  Solferino,  and  look  upon 
the  harrowing  scene;  listen  to  the  groans  of  anguish  and 
the  cries  of  wounded  men  amid  the  hosts  of  dead  upon  the 
bloody  field,  while  no  friendly  hand  is  there  to  staunch 
the  stream  of  life — to  bind  up  the  ghastly  wounds  or  give 
a cup  of  water  to  slake  the  burning  thirst,  and  no  kindly 
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tongue  to  clieer  the  departing  soul,  and  you  have  some 
fragmentary  data  hy  which  to  approximate  the  sum  ot 
human  wretchedness,  made  up  hy  the  details  of  war. 

In  view  of  miseries  like  these,  you,  my  venerable 
friends,  went  out  to  battle  for  your  country,  not  knowing 
the  fate  which  might  he  yours;  and  at  the  call  of  patriotic 
dutv,  you  were  willing  to  yield  your  personal  comforts, 
and  make  your  own  bodies  the  bulwarks  for  our  city  s 
protection.  You  felt  then — you  feel  now— and  your  coun- 
trymen feel  with  you,  that  you  can  take  up  the  language 
of  the  text,  and  referring  to  your  patriotism,  exclaim, 
“ We  fought  a good  fight,  ’ — good  in  its  designs,  and  good 
in  its  results.  Yours  was  no  war  of  aggression  or  inva- 
sion, hut  a discharge  of  duty,  in  defending  the  trusts 
which  were  bequeathed  by  Heaven  to  your  guardianship. 
For  with  every  trust  committed,  there  is  also  a corres- 
ponding obligation,  to  defend  and  improve  the  benediction 
involved  in  the  bequeathment.  It  ivas  then,  a religious 
duty  you  went  forth  to  discharge;  for  I cannot  separate  a 
man’s  piety  from  patriotism,  nor  his  religion  from  his 
duty  to  the  country  that  fosters  him.  (dive  me  the  piety 
that  clings  to  country,  like  the  ivy  to  the  wall  from  which 
it  draws  support.  In  the  genial  breathings  of  the  sum- 
mer, in  the  descendings  of  the  grateful  shower,  in  the 
gentle  shinings  of  the  sun,  it  is  faithful  to  the  bosom 
whence  it  derives  its  nutriment;  and  no  less  so  when  the 
storm  and  the  lightnings  may  explode  their  magazines 
against  it,  or  when  the  earthquake  may  rock  it  to  the 
ground.  I love  not  the  piety  nor  the  starveling  patriotism 
which  imitates  the  rats,  that  sailors  say,  always  desert  a 
sinking  ship,  (as  if  gifted  with  prescience  to  foresee  the 
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disaster) — no,  give  me  the  heart  that  clings  even  to  the 
ruins  of  a country,  and  aims  to  restore  it  from  the  Avreck 
and  desolation  of  its  fall.  Such  was  the  patriotism  and 
the  piety  of  the  exiled  Jews,  whose  hearts  “hovered  over 
Zion,  even  in  the  night  of  her  bleakest  desolations,”  and 
refusing  to  be  comforted,  who  hung  their  harps  upon  the 
willows  and  mingled  their  tears  with -the  stream  of  the 
Euphrates,  f hold,  therefore,  my  aged  friends,  that  you 
are  justly  entitled  to  claim  at  the  hands  of  your  country- 
men the  honors  of  a righteous  patriotism,  and  the  tribute 
of  your  country's  gratitude. 

But  patriotism  in  its  secular  sense,  is  not  the  only  duty 
which  we  owe  to  ourselves  and  to  our  country;  but  in  its 
highest  spiritual  sense,  involving  the  conquest  of  all  that 
is  detrimental  to  the  heart,  and  therefore  to  the  life,  and 
is  assured  of  the  honors  of  a glorious  eternity.  0 ! this  is 
the  patriotism  which  claims  at  your  hands  the  ability  and 
the  privilege  to  say,  “We  have  fought  a good  fight.”  To 
this,  therefore,  as  your  chaplain  to-day,  I would  as  a min- 
ister of  Jesus  Christ,  invite  your  earnest  attention. 

boon  must  those  venerable  heads  lie  mouldering  in  the 
tomb,  and  while  friendly  hands  may  plant  upon  your 
graves  the  emblems  of  attachment  and  regard,  I would 
have  your  spirit-tongues  announcing  in  a better  world, 
among  the  congregation  of  the  “just  made  perfect,”  your 
victories  in  time— your  having  “'fought  a good  fight,”  and 
“come  off  more  than  conquerers,  through  Him  who  hath 
loved  you,  and  who  gave  Himself  for  you.”  All  must 
fight  if  they  would  enjoy  a heavenly  life,  for  to  use  the 
emphatic  language  of  Solomon,  though  applied  by  him 
in  another  sense,  “There  is  no  discharge  in  this  war,” 


10 


and  the  promise  of  salvation  is  only  to  him  who  fights 
and  comes  off  victorious,  when  it  declares,  “To  him  that 
overcometh,  will  I give  to  eat  of  the  tree  of  life,  that 
grows  in  the  midst  of  the  Paradise  of  God.”  Thus,  you 
must  each  be  vanquished,  or  he  a victor  in  the  conflict 
with  the  foes  of  righteousness  and  God.  The  warfare  is 
for  the  gain  or  loss  of  individual  hearts,  and  in  the  heart 
and  life  of  every  descendant  of  Adam  and  Eve  is  the  strife 
unremittingly  waged.  Every  natural  or  unconverted 
heart  is  a distinct,  rebellious  province  of  Jehovah’s  em- 
pire, where  the  treason-banner  is  unfurled,  and  where  the 
powers  of  the  soul  are  wielded  against  the  righteous  sov- 
ereignty of  God;  for  our  blessed  Lord  declared,  “He  that 
is  not  with  me  is  against  me,  and  he  that  gathereth  not 
with  me,  scattereth  abroad.  Thus,  there  is  a warfare  in 
which  no  exempts  are  allowed,  and  no  neutrality  is  per- 
mitted; in  which  not  to  fight  is  treason,  followed  by  eternal 
infamy;  hut  in  which  the  faintest  spirit  may  he  assured 
of  victory,  with  a crown  of  glory  in  reversion. 

In  all  of  earthly  conflicts,  doubt  as  to  the  issue  may 
well  he  entertained,  though  veterans  of  fearless  daring 
may  swell  the  ranks  of  either  army,  as  “the  race  is  not 
always  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong.”  This 
we  learn  from  him,  who,  with  the  conscript  beck  of  a 
demon  spirit,  led  nearly  half  a million  men  into  the  em- 
pire of  Russia;  a force  that  knew  only  how  to  conquer, 
and  who  wore  the  attestations  of  their  prowess;  but  on 
whom  the  gentle  snowflakes  fell  with  noiseless  and  des- 
pised potency,  until  they  had  woven  themselves-  into 
winding  sheets  for  the  proudest  chivalry  of  Europe;  when 
nearly  all  those  veterans  of  a hundred  battle-fields,  and  a 
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hundred  victories,  perished  beneath  the  hail-storm  of 
Cossack  vengeance,  were  crushed  beneath  the  ruins  of  the 
smouldering  Kremlin,  or  fell  “unknelled,  uncoffined  and 
unsung”  before  the  tempests  of  a Russian  winter.  But 
not  with  doubt  of  its  result  is  this  war  waged,  as  faith  is 
an  essential  weapon  in  the  strife;  and  it  matters  not  how 
short  the  blade,  nor  how  unannealed  its  temper,  its  every 
stroke  brings  down  a foe,  and  assures  the  soldier  of  a tri- 
umph. With  faith  as  your  defence,  no  weapon  that  is 
formed  against  you  can  prosper,  and  with  the  “ Sword  of 
the  Spirit,  which  is  the  word  of  God,”  you  will  subdue 
your  haughtiest  and  most  powerful  foes,  “'the  world,  the 
flesh,  and  the  devil. 

You  must  fight,  for  war  is  the  aspect  and  requirement 
of  this  dispensation  : “ earth  is  a battle  field,  Christians 
are  the  soldiers,  the  Bible  is  their  armory,  victory  their 
hope,”  and  Heaven  their  reward.  “ Fight  the  good  fight 
of  faith,"  is  the  command.  You  must  fight  against  your 
own  carnality,  for  “the  carnal  mind  is  enmity  against 
God,”  and  must  undergo  a thorough  subjugation.  To  do 
this,  may  involve  at  times  a self-denial,  painful  to  human 
nature,  but  will  be  attended  and  rewarded  by  a conscious- 
ness of  the  Almighty's  approval,  and  the  enjoyment  of 
peace.  And  surely,  to  feel  that  the  soul  is  thus  under  the 
smilings  ot  its  God — under  the  sanctifying  influences  of 
the  Holy  Ghost — that  “ God  is  working  in  you,  to  will 
and  do  of  His  own  good  pleasure” — and  that  you  are 
giving  Him  your  thorough  acquiescence, — 0,  this  must 
lift  the  soul  above  the  feeling  of  self-sacrifice,  and  be 
attended  by  the  pleasures  of  an  anticipated  heaven. 
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Thus  conquering  your  own  hearts,  you  will  gain  the 
noblest  victory,  as  subjection  to  the  influences  of  the  Spirit 
is  a solid  and  substantial  conquest  over  “the  world,  the 
flesh,  and  the  devil,”  and  makes  the  Christian  stand  as 
the  loyal  subject  of  Almighty  and  benevolent  sovereignty, 
just  as  the  ripe  field  of  grain,  which  bends  before  the  mild 
breezes  of  heaven  and  yields  to  the  zephyrs  of  its  God. 
My  venerable  friends,  put  on  the  whole  armor  of  God,  as 
you  once  put  on  the  armor  of  your  country,  and  fight  in 
the  service  of  your  rightful  Lord,  that  you  may  not  only 
have  the  blessing  of  a peaceful  conscience,  but  be  made 
the  means  of  enlisting  other  soldiers  to  swell  the  army  of 
your  Saviour,  under  the  banner  of  the  Gospel,  which 
blushes  with  the  crimson  tints  of  atonement — hear  to  the 
latest  hour  of  your  probationary  lives  the  voice  of  an  ap- 
proving Father, — but  also,  at  the  last  and  great  assize  the 
glorious  acknowledgment  of  the  Captain  of  your  salvation, 
“Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servants,  enter  ye  into  the 
joys  of  your  Lord."  Let  not  your  honored  years  and  your 
gratefully  remembered  services  in  your  country's  cause  be 
without  the  higher  and  more  lasting  honors  of  heavenly 
acknowledgment,  and  admission  to  the  companionships 
and  climes  of  immortality.  Fight  the  battles  of  the  faith 
against  sin  in  all  its  phases  and  perversions,  in  your  own 
and  in  others’  hearts,  so  that,  when  summoned  to  the 
world  of  retribution,  you  may  with  the  last  syllables  of 
life,  embody  your  assurance  in  the  words  of  our  Apostle, 
“ We  have  fought  a good  fight.  " - 

Such  was  the  experience  of  our  eminent  Apostle,  and 
such  the  assurance  of  bis  triumphant  soul  in  his  fierce 
and  final  conflict  with  the  “last  enemy,”  the  “king  of 
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terrors,”  as  he  had  conquered  his  own  heart  by  the  assist- 
ance of  supernal  grace,  and  brought  many  souls  to  Christ, 
“ from  darkness  to  light,”  and  “from  the  power  of  Satan 
unto  God;"  and,  therefore,  when  about  to  enter  on  the 
scenes  of  eteinal  retribution,  he  took  up  the  language, 
which  I trust  after  a righteous  survey  of  your  field  of  con- 
flict, you  all  may  use,  “ I have  fought  a good  fight.” 

Long  will  your  memory  live  in  the  history  of  the  de- 
fence of  Baltimore,  and  a grateful  country  will  jilant  its 
laurels,  and  weep  its  tear-drops  on  your  graves;  hut  may 
you  likewise  be  recognized  before  the  Cherubim  and 
Seiaphim,  as  valiant  soldiers  of  the  Cross,  and  the  story 
of  \ out  spmtual  conflicts  he  endorsed  m this  “ cjenevcd 
order  of  your  ascended  Redeemer  : 

'■  Servants  of  God,  well  done, 

Rest  from  your  lov’d  employ, 

The  battle  fought,  the  victory  won, 

Enter  your  Master’s  joy.” 


